snatched off the pink chiffon, switched on the other lights
and left without another word, Madame's mood had changed
abruptly. She looked around. The hard light, the untidy
room, the empty bottles, the open trunks and in the midst
of it all that clumsy young American. " ftlbets" she thought.
"Idiot. Bungler. Why did she take all that trouble to get a
spark out of a good-for-nothing beginner? I am too kind,
people are always taking advantage of me/* she thought
infuriated. She encountered her own reflection in the
mirror. Boje Moqy> she thought in a panic. I look like eighty.
FU have to make up again. Why can't they leave me alone?
I must concentrate, I need a rest.

"You have to leave me alone now/' she said. "I must
concentrate."

"I am going/' sang Don Jose. "I am flying, I am riding
on clouds. Thank you, thank you for everything, thank you.
Don't think that I am drunk, I am just elated. Elated, that's
the word. Elated. Woollie will be surprised. AM revoir.
Jkif Wiedersehen* ^4. rivederci"

He was gone and Madame returned to her mirror. A knock
at the door. "Madame Lanik on the stage."

"Coming!" she sang out and took the Spanish shawl.
Between the dressing-table and the door she stopped in her

tracks.   "Durham------" she said aloud.   "Durham!   Cyril

Durham!  Yeshishmareea!"

The next moment she was seen galloping down the stair-
case, racing into Mussolini's bos, yelling at the tyrant who
yelled back at her, pushing a few loafing people aside, gain-
ing the street and running after a man, who was about to dis-
appear in the crowd which thronged the nightly pavement.

"Are you Cyril Durham?" she said, completely out of
breath, when she had caught up with him, just before he
could cross Seventh Avenue.

"Beg your pardon?" said the man.

"Are you Cyril Durham? I am Kati Lanik."
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